90                   MARY STUART.            ACT 11.

Appointing that my horses by his mean

Should meet me here in London, whence I thought

To flee into the country: but being here

I heard how all was now bewrayed abroad :

Whence Adam-like we fled into the woods

And there were taken.   My dear countrymen,

Albeit my sorrows well may be your joy,

Yet mix your smiles with tears: pity my case,

Who, born out of an house whose name descends

Even from two hundred years ere English earth

Felt Norman heel upon her, were it yet

Till this mishap of mine unspotted.   Sirs,

I have a wife, and one sweet child: my wife,

My dear wife Agnes: and my grief is there;

And for six sisters too left on my hand:

All my poor servants were dispersed, I know,

Upon their master's capture: all which things

Most heartily I sorrow for: and though

Nought might I less have merited at her hands,

Yet had I looked for pardon of my fault

From the queen's absolute grace and clemency;

That the unexpired remainder of my years

Might in some sort have haply recompensed

This former guilt of mine whereof I die:

But seeing such fault may find not such release

Even of her utter mercies, heartily

I crave at least of her and all the world

Forgiveness, and to God commend my soul,

And to men's memory this rny penitence

Till our death's record die from out the land.